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He summoned the king of the folk
Who live in the swinging trees, And he bade him build a bridge
Over the narrow seas. Then HanumSn * and his kin
The rocks from the roots they tore, And the channel filled, a bridge to build
That should stretch from shore to shore.
The mountains they threw in the sea,
To cross the strait to the isle, And with furious haste o'er the ocean waste
They raised a massive pile, And ever upon the shore
Great Rama he cried in his need, " Quicker, my friends, and quicker still 1
Oh, toil with your utmost speed."
Gilehri, the little grey squirrel,
He heard the king of men, And sorely distressed was his furry breast,
As he crouched in his leafy den. And he thought, "The smallest I,
Of the folk of the forest shade, But my very best I will try.
I will give what I can of aid."
So he rolled up a ball of clay
And carried it in his hands To where the hero stood
Upon the golden sands.
* The king of the monkeys.